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v " Our own officers.  Kudynov and the others/*
" What are they doing ? "
" They're squeezing all the foreigners. They're arresting
the families of those who've gone off with the Reds : arresting
women, children, and old men. They've taken a relation
of mine because of his son. But what's the point of that ?
Supposing you'd gone off with the Cadets to the Donietz,
and the Reds had arrested your father Pantaleimon, that
wouldn't have been fair, would it ? "
" Of course not."
" But our own government is arresting them. When the
Reds came here they did wrong to no one, but these have
gone mad, there's no holding them in."
Swaying a little, Gregor rose and reached for his great-
coat hanging on the bedpost. He was only slightly drunk.
" Prokhor ! " he shouted.   " My sword and pistol! "
" Where are you going, Gregor Pantalievich ? "
" That's not your business.  Do as you're told."
Gregor belted on his sword and revolver, fastened and
belted his greatcoat, and went straight to the prison on the
square. The sentry on duty at the gate barred his road
and asked for his pass.
" Stand aside, I tell you ! "
" I can't let anyone in without a pass."
Before Gregor had succeeded in pulling his sword half out
of its scabbard the sentry had fled through the door. With
hand still on his sword hilt, Gregor followed him into the
corridor.
^ " I want the commander of the prison," he shouted. His
face was pale, his brows knitted. Some limping little cossack
came running to him, a clerk peeped out of the office. A
moment later the commander appeared, sleepy and angry.
" You know that without a pass . . ." he thundered but,
recognising Gregor and staring into his face, he stammered :
" So it's you . . . comrade Melekhov ? What do you
want ? "
" The keys to the cells."
r    " To the cells ? "
" Well, have I got to say it a dozen times ?  Give me the
keys, you cur! "  Gregor strode towards the man, and he
*s^ fell back.  But he replied firmly enough:
*    "I won't give you the keys. I have no right/*